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bend at an acute angle with a broadside skid. As the
back wheel dragged, up went showers of sand to the
great delight of the spectators. Eddie following
behind, was half-blinded. He had to shut his eyes
to keep out the grit. He swerved to get clear of the
cloud Dave had put up, and lost further ground.
After that there wasn't much else worth calling a
race. Dave continued to draw away and finished a
hundred and fifty yards ahead of his rival.

" Late again," he said, with a grin, as Eddie pulled
up. " Only thing you won't be late for is getting
back home."

" Not if I can help it," agreed Eddie. " It'll take
a smarter fellow than Dave Williams to show me the
way home to England when the time comes. That's
a race you won't win, chum. I'll be off before the
starter's let go the flag. I've had all I want of this
bit of seaside."

" Quite right, Eddie," said Dave. " You'll be more
comfortable on a boat than a bike."

" Hand over your bike," Eddie continued. " We'll
have another race. Just to show the boys it was the
machine, not the man that won."

Dave readily accepted the challenge. They exchanged
machines and the bombardier sent them ofi again.
Eddie, leading all the way, rode a sound, business-like
race without any of the flashy stunts Dave had
previously indulged in. The bombardier pronounced
Eddie Harding the winner by a hundred yards.

" A hundred yards ! " exclaimed Dave. " That's
as good as another win for me, Eddie. I got fifty
more than you did out of your crock. And you
didn't see me doing any nursing, either."

" Couldn't," Eddie corrected. " I was in front all
the time."

'* And I'll tell you what you couldn't find out for
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